THIS LATE YEAR                            Randall
Swingler
WAKE then this late
Year, mind of man.
No longer lying anticipate
The difficult arising.
Stiffin your brocaded snow
Is it surprising
If prisoner thought is slow
In stretching, in realising
His open field of force?
Sleep's an intolerant warden
Through whom no whispers pass
Day's new compelling word:
And you now, long estranged
From native influence,
Will wake with the warning dream
Fearing to seem absurd,
Years out of date.
But this is your time, for love's creative
Pulse no longer allows
Recoil from the chilly morning.
Even the pains of growing
Show you alive. The sharpening sense of danger
Works for our change
Deeper than dynamite.
And solitude itself's a tower
To forge the unit of our truth, equal
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